"A dancer from Athens, who became a painter; he is
a musician, too, and a sort of demi-god. I don't think
he's quite human, but he made the Sosthenes Ballet and
nothing like it has been seen. He made it in Smyrna.
We've been at it for three years, and have made all
Karamania and Syria and Egypt our abject slaves. Now
Sosthenes is taking us to a theatre in The City. You will
see what we are. We're something new. Here are some
practice dresses, if you really will warm up with me.
But this is my dresser, Eurycleia; Eurycleia, you must
meet my great, great friend Theodora. Can you tell us
if Sosthenes is in his office? He is? Come on, then,
Theodora. You must see him; he isn't human, but he
won't bite."

She led the way to another big room facing to the
north. Here she found Sosthenes, and introduced him to
her friend. Theodora saw before her a rather tall, heavy
man, with a grave, keen scrutiny. He was pale, middle-
aged and industrious, Theodora thought. He was work-
ing with a young man at the effects of some coloured
stuffs upon wicker models. His face lit up at the sight
of Macedonia.

"Ha," he said. "Come in; we've got the effect now*
Is this your friend?"

"I should think she is," Macedonia said, "This is
Theodora, my sparring partner and manageress. She is
going to look after me, she says, but not so much as I'm
going to look after her. She is coining with us to The
City in rny cabin; that is easy to arrange, isn't it?"

"Of course, if you wish it. Lady Theodora, may I
introduce my young friend Sotion, who is doing the
dresses for a new ballet we're planning?"

"I_met you years ago," Theodora said to the painter,
"You knew my sister Comito."
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